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In the Forest of the One Who 

Remembers the Secret Place 

 

There shall lie hidden  

During the Fire of Darkness  

 

Two of mankind, who are called thus:  

Life and Life's Lover 

 

--Prose Edda 

  



 

 

 

  



 

 

FADE IN 

 

CAVE – 4 AM TO DAWN 

 

The GIRL is curled up in a thick bark nest on 

the cave floor, her eyes moving rapidly back 

and forth. 

 

DREAM SEQUENCE - FOREST VALLEY – DUSK  

 

A WILD CAT’S pupils oscillate as a DOG’S BARKS 

ECHO in the distance. The cat’s ears swivel 

and pupils suddenly dilate.  

 

The cat trots swiftly through the forest as 

the BARKS become louder. GUN shots RING OUT, 

and the cat accelerates to full speed.  

 

The cat stops and crouches as lighting CRACKS 

overhead. His ears go back and he looks up. 

 

The sky darkens, the trees SHAKE, and the wind 

ROARS. 

 

The ground SHAKES. The dogs YELP. The cat 

crouches in ferns, shaking. Silence. The cat 

rises and walks slowly, scanning. His ears 

twitch, and he CALLS out. 

 

The cat’s call ECHOES and spirals above the 

trees, and then, silence. 

 

END DREAM SEQUENCE 

 

  



 

 

CAVE – DAWN 

 

The girl’s eyes snap open as she hears a 

STRANGE HOWL echoing in forest as the sun 

rises.  

 

She hears SOFT FOOTSTEPS and turns her head as 

a CAT walks over to her. 

 

The cat drops a mouse and looks up. The girl 

lays her hand on the cat’s back and rubs her 

face on his. 

 

The cat climbs into the nest and curls up next 

to the sitting girl. 

 

The girl eats the mouse while staring upwards 

in a trance-like state as rain begins to fall 

and DRIP off the cave edge. 

 

DAYDREAM SEQUENCE - ALPINE MEADOW WITH 

BOULDERS – MORNING 

 

Blood DRIPS as hands cuts meat with razor 

sharp stones. The sound of blood fades to the 

sharp CRACK, CRACK of chert flaking.  

 

The HOMINID FAMILY squats around several TAR, 

slicing off chunks, then slicing them off 

again close to their mouths.  

 

A SMALL CHILD takes meat from his MOTHER’S 

mouth. The YOUNG GIRL tries too, but her 

mother BARKS at her.  

 

The young girl scampers away and with her head 

lowered, begins to carefully look for rocks. 

 



 

 

She picks several pieces of rough quartz and 

SMACKS one against the other, but the stone 

will not flake and she smashes a finger.  

 

She picks a better stone and CRACKS a razor 

sharp flake, cutting her hand. 

 

She WHIMPERS and holds out her finger. The 

YOUNG MALE licks the blood off. She picks up 

her flake and begins SLICING at a carcass. 

 

A CALL ECHOES through the forest. The entire 

group turns while CHEWING.  

 

Everyone pauses in silence as another HOWL 

pierces the air. Both males’ heads turn in its 

direction.  

 

The young male stands up and gives a LOUD, 

LONG CALL. After a moment, the whole group 

joins in. Everyone goes back to chewing. They 

fall asleep by the tar with bulging bellies, 

except for the young male, who sits alert. 

 

Movement on the forest edge catches his eye.  

 

He grunts several times, rises and heads 

towards the edge of the clearing.  

 

The others slowly awake and watch as a 

NEWCOMER FEMALE emerges from the forest, 

cautiously circles and sits down with an 

averted gaze.  

 

The young girl watches the young male approach 

the newcomer.  

 



 

 

The newcomer retreats a short distance from 

him, but allows him to come closer and 

investigate her.   

 

The OLDER MALE approaches and the young male 

walks away cautiously.  

 

The older male looks her over and grunts. He 

turns and she follows him as the sky begins to 

darken.  

 

The whole group begins ambling along back to 

the cave, some of them carrying bones stripped 

mostly of meat and bloody skins draped over 

their shoulders.   

 

CAVE/MEADOW – SUNSET 

 

As the sun sets, the family engages in mutual 

grooming.  

 

The girl pulls away and her LITTLE BROTHER 

wrestles with her. 

 

They clamber over the cave edge and the girl 

chases her brother into the grassy meadow 

below.  

 

He disappears, but she sees grass RUSTLE and 

pounces on him.  

 

The older male is having sex with the new 

female, and the girl wanders over to them, 

watching, and tries to climb onto the male’s 

back. He turns and grunts, and she goes over 

to the younger male. 

 



 

 

She crouches in front of him, but he turns 

away and continues CRACKING his bone and 

picking out the marrow. 

 

She looks around the cave. Now the new female 

is grooming her MOTHER. 

 

She approaches the older male, gently slaps 

him in the face and pulls his beard playfully. 

He opens his mouth wide, shakes his head and 

snaps his jaws shut expressing mild agitation.  

 

She presses her nose against his and sits in 

his lap as he grooms her.  

 

The mother and young male work a skin, using 

their knees to hold it stretched out in the 

dust as they cut bits of meat from it and eat 

the scraps.  

 

They use their teeth to pull off other pieces, 

then begin spitting on the hide, chewing it 

and pulling it back and forth.  

 

The girl and her young sibling scamper over 

and join in. 

 

CAVE NEAR STREAM - MORNING 

 

They awake slowly from their thick bark nests 

covered in hides as snow is lightly falling.  

 

Without clothes to keep warm, they roughly tie 

their hide blankets around their upper bodies. 

 

Both women’s bellies are growing larger.  

 

The MOTHER sits near the cave entrance, 

looking out, listening.  



 

 

The old male joins her and begins to sharpen 

his spear held between the heavily calloused 

soles of his feet, alternately drawing a chert 

flake down the point and ABRADING it in a 

natural stone groove.  

 

The young male and the mother leave the cave 

and return with long saplings. They splinter 

the ends by SMASHING them with large stones 

and use chert flakes to smooth them.  

 

The mother heads out of the cave.  

 

TRAIL IN DENSE BRUSH – MORNING 

 

They follow her, single line.  

 

She crouches next to a track in the light 

covering of snow. The young girl watches her 

intently.  

 

An image flashes of a deer stepping there.  

 

The old man takes the lead. He pauses at a 

leaf. The girl stops at the leaf too.  

 

She SNIFFS and tastes a tiny drop of liquid on 

it.  

 

An image of a deer CHEWING flashes.  

 

The group picks up the pace.  

 

FOREST NEAR CLIFF - MORNING 

 

The old man crouches. 

 



 

 

An image flashes of the family stealthily 

fanning out to surround the deer herd and trap 

them against the cliff face.  

 

They all crouch. 

 

The young girl and her mother leap to their 

feet, race forward, BEAT the bushes and CALL 

out.  

 

The herd is driven directly into the waiting 

males and the newcomer, who PLUNGE their 

wooden spears into the animals over and over.  

 

When the confusion is over, they immediately 

begin to cut and eat the steaming deer, except 

for the newcomer, who is pinned beneath a 

fallen head.  

 

She pulls herself up, pulling the deer tine 

from a BUBBLING puncture wound in her chest 

and spitting blood from her mouth.  

 

TRAIL – EVENING 

 

The group heads down the trail with large 

slabs of meat, but the newcomer has fallen 

behind and is getting weaker.  

 

The young male follows her back to cave.  

 

She has labored breathing and blood coming 

from her mouth.  

 

CAVE – MORNING  

 

The newcomer’s body is lifeless.  

 



 

 

The young male pushes and drags her, but she 

doesn’t move.  

 

He sits and grooms the young girl who gingerly 

touches the body.  

 

The mother pulls the body of the newcomer and 

pushes her into a trench in the back of the 

cave, covers her with dirt and goes back to 

her business.  

 

HILLY FOREST NEAR VALLEY SETTLEMENT – OVERCAST 

- MID MORNING 

 

The snow is beginning to melt and they have 

all lost much weight. 

 

They smell something on the wind, follow the 

BLEATING of goats and come upon a strange 

clearing.  

 

They excitedly begin stalking the goats, but 

hear a strange sound.  

 

A TRUCK is approaching.  

 

They dash back into the forest and watch in 

nervousness from thick cover. The young girl 

sees some OTHER CHILDREN, covered in strange 

furs and staring back at her with wide eyes.  

 

A BOY is chained to a post and holding a 

kitten. 

 

BARE MOUNTAIN TOP - SUNSET 

 

The family has killed a strange sheep. As they 

investigate it, smelling it and feeling its 



 

 

wool, they discover a bizarre object around 

its neck.   

 

The old man carefully cuts it away, taps it, 

smells it and bites it.  

 

The girl sneaks up and grabs it. It RINGS, and 

everyone jumps back.  

 

They sit and wait until the young male begins 

to butcher the sheep, and they all join in 

ravenous eating.   

 

OLD GROWTH FOREST – AFTERNOON TO DUSK 

 

The autistic boy and his SISTER are wandering 

aimlessly through the forest.  

 

The young male slowly and deliberately follows 

the human girl, but makes no effort to conceal 

his approach.  

 

The girl is alert and observant, but the boy 

seems oblivious, cradling and MURMURING to his 

kitten.  

 

The human girl keeps turning her head 

nervously, but squats down. The young male 

immediately sits as well, feigning 

disinterest. He glances quickly her way, then, 

still low to through ground, shifts closer and 

closer to her. 

 

He grabs her, and begins rhythmically moving 

against her. She protests lightly, but is 

largely indifferent. 
 

The boy sets his kitten on the ground and 

scampers after him through the forest.  



 

 

There is a strange voice CALLING OUT angrily 

through the forest.  

 

The Abkhaz FATHER BURSTS through the brush and 

SHOOTS the young male in the shoulder with a 

shotgun. The young male HOWLS, grabbing his 

shoulder as he runs into the bushes.  

 

The father beats the girl with a stick in a 

rage. She makes no noise, but shakes violently 

and tries to shield herself with her arms and 

hands. One strike lands across her face, 

leaving a large bleeding cut.   

 

The father begins to drag the daughter by her 

hair back towards the clearing, but stumbles 

across the girl who CALLS out. The males 

explode onto the father in a furious flashing 

of teeth and fists.  

 

They settle down, panting as the father lays 

writhing slowly on the ground. The young male 

hits him one more time and they turn back to 

the forest.  

 

The father is trying to get up.  

 

His boy is following the kitten, who sharpens 

his claws along the stock of the fallen gun. 

The boy picks the gun up, feeling it, running 

his face down the cold barrel.  

 

Holding the weapon backwards over his 

shoulder, his fingers inadvertently find one 

of the double triggers as his father sits up 

wavering behind him.  

 

With a BOOM, the father is hit in the face and 

collapses to the ground.  



 

 

The boy covers his ears, hitting his head, 

screaming and stomping his feet as he spins in 

circles.  

 

His sister pulls him back towards the clearing 

as the others vanish quickly back into the 

darkening forest.  

 

The half grown kitten wanders through the 

forest CALLING OUT.  

 

FORESTED OUTCROP ON RAVINE – MID DAY 

 

The girl hears a rock TUMBLING down the far 

canyon. She creeps closer and sees some 

strange creatures wearing furs like those of 

the human children, holding dark but shining 

objects to their eyes and gesturing excitedly.  

 

The male walks over to her. He touches the 

fresh scar on his shoulder as he glares with 

menace at the distant intruders. He BARKS to 

the girl and they retreat deeper into the 

forest.  

 

RAPIDS NEAR WOODS AND CLEARING – MID DAY 

    

The family is catching salmon in a stream near 

a small but loud WATERFALL with their bare 

hands, throwing them onto the banks where the 

children run back and forth BASHING their 

heads in with sticks and eating their juicy 

eyeballs. They all eat until full, and pass 

out under the trees. 

 

The males awake first and wander off. 

 

The mother and the two children are gathering 

up a few salmon to take with them.  



 

 

Suddenly two large black dogs burst out of the 

bushes, BARKING ferociously. The mother and 

her children try to run, but the dogs grab 

them.  

 

The girl breaks free and dashes into a nearby 

bush.  

 

She is yanked from the bush by a man in a 

uniform holding an AK-47. She gives him a 

vicious bite on the arm.  

 

A dart SMACKS the mother, but she pulls it out 

and attacks her daughter’s kidnapper.  

 

She knocks him to the ground and CRUSHES his 

head with a rock.  

 

The daughter and mother are SCREAMING the call 

for help. Suddenly AUTOMATIC GUNSHOTS RING OUT 

and the mother and child fall to the ground.  

 

The girl clings to her mother WAILING but the 

remaining men and the woman try to pull her 

off. She bites off one of their fingers and 

they NOCK her out with a rifle butt. 

 

She wakes up. She is in the back of a vehicle, 

in a cage. A man and woman stand over her 

fallen mother while two others stand guard 

with weapons.  

 

The daughter starts SCREAMING and BANGING her 

head against the cage, but they ignore her.  

 

The humans hold their strange black, blinking 

objects to their eyes, scanning the bodies. 

They place the dead child in a bag and after 

drawing blood, place the mother into a strange 



 

 

skin attached to a round device and hoist her 

into a tree. 

 

After scratching on some bark, they lower the 

mother and begin to cut her open when the 

males BURST out of the forest and knock down 

one of the guards.  

 

The other guard fires, hitting one male in the 

head and the other in the stomach.  

 

The surviving older male rushes forward and 

knocks the man down, BREAKING his back on a 

rock as he falls.  

 

The scientists take off running through the 

forest. The old male gives chase.  

 

The scientist trips, twisting her ankle. As 

she desperately tries to pull herself forward, 

the father snaps a heavy branch into a sharp 

splinter and impales her.  

 

He hears the CRIES of his daughter and races 

back. From the corner of his eye he sees the 

TRACKER running off through the woods, but he 

presses on towards his daughter.  

 

The old male SHAKES the cage violently. The 

girl is SCREAMING, reaching through the cage, 

trying to get to the latch.  

 

He SMASHES the latch with a rock over and over 

with little result. He begins SMASHING the 

cage itself – the girl shields herself in a 

corner – until he manages to BASH a hole 

through the heavy wire and she squeezes 

through and leaps into his arms.  

 



 

 

They pause next to the mother. The girl grasps 

furtively at her hand and embraces her, 

WHIMPERING softly.  

 

They hear MOVEMENT. The injured man has 

grabbed his CHATTERING box and is MUMBLING 

something.  

 

The daughter leaps over and PUMMELS his body, 

then BASHES his head in with a rock. The radio 

CRACKLES and she CRUSHES it too.  

 

They hear the ROAR of a helicopter and race 

into the forest as explosions and bullets RIP 

around them, but the father can only limp and 

finally stumbles to the ground.  

 

The girl tries to pull him. She is shaking.  

 

Old GROWTH FOREST – DARK NIGHT 

 

It is getting dark, and she can see strange 

lights and LOUD NOISES echoing through the 

forest.  

 

She lets her father go and races deep into the 

mountains. As she is running, the GUNSHOTS and 

BARKING dogs grow louder and louder. 

 

They are right behind her.  

 

She races up a tree.  

 

The dogs BARK and leap, but after a while they 

lie down. 

 

She keeps looking down and they are still 

there.  

 



 

 

She hears CRY of the boy’s cat – the dogs ears 

perk up, and they race towards it.  

 

She turns her head and hears something else – 

SOFT STEPS on the leaves – a LIONESS!  

 

In the darkness, there is a vague flash of 

movement, the SNARL of the lioness, and the 

YELPS of the dogs. Then the CHIRP of the 

kitten.  

 

The girl stares in amazement as the moon 

emerges from behind a cloud, revealing the 

huge lioness gently picking up the tiny kitten 

in her mouth and vanishing into the forest.  

 

END DAYDREAM SEQUENCE 

 

 

WINTER CAVE - OVERCAST 

 

The girl jolts awake, sweating and BREATHING 

hard.  

 

The sun is just coming up, but disappears 

behind the thick cloud cover. She hears snow 

CRUNCHING not far away.  

 

SNOW COVERED FROZEN STREAMBED IN FOREST – 

OVERCAST – DAWN 

 

She moves like a ghost through the trees.  

 

She sees the tracker walking quietly, slowly 

through the forest. He is following the fading 

tracks she left yesterday. He has a backpack 

and a large rifle slung across his back with a 

scope and magazine.  

 



 

 

She recognizes him.  

 

She fixes her eyes on him, watching his every 

move and silently moves closer. 

 

She is almost directly behind him.  

 

He straightens up and stops. He can tell 

something is behind him. He slowly pulls his 

hunting knife from its sheath. 

 

He spins around and SLASHES at her as she goes 

for his throat.  

 

Her force KNOCKS him to the ground.  

 

She POUNDS his body, biting his face and 

flailing hands. She stabs him again and again 

with the broken leg bone of a deer. Finally 

his life runs out.  

 

She is bleeding from the arm too, but she 

takes no notice of it.  

 

She throws the gun into the forest and sits, 

breathing heavily, hearing the GUNSHOTS 

echoing in her mind.  

 

She picks up the knife and examines it, 

tilting it from side to side as it flashes her 

reflection. She accidently cuts herself and 

looks at the body.  

 

Her stomach is growling and gaunt.  

 

She cuts him open with the knife and eats his 

heart and pieces of his liver.    

 

 



 

 

MUDDY POOL NEAR CAVE – OVERCAST - DAWN 

 

The girl prepares for the hunt, plastering her 

body with mud and leaves.  

 

She moves like a phantom through the forest, 

reading tracks, following her ears and nose.  

 

DENSE HARDWOOD FOREST – LATE MORNING 

 

She hears CRASHING in the brush and moves 

towards it.  

 

She sees a young human pushing on ineptly 

through a tangle of dense undergrowth.  

 

She stares at him intently, like a cat, and 

begins stalking.  

 

As she readies her spear to skewer him, she 

hears BARKING.  

 

She flies into a rage, TEARING through the 

forest, RIPPING up saplings.  

 

She bursts through the brush onto a human male 

with a dog on a leash.  

 

The GROWLING dog bites and holds onto her leg, 

but she ignores him.  

 

The man fumbles with his gun, but it is too 

late. 

 

She plunges her spear into his chest several 

times, then turns to the dog, strangling him 

with her bare hands and a look of pure hatred 

in her eyes.  

 



 

 

She heads back to where she saw the boy, 

carrying the dog slung over her shoulder.  

 

BACK EDDY — STREAM - NOON 

 

The boy is sitting beside a stream rocking 

back and forth, murmuring to himself.  

 

She squats down a few yards away and looks him 

over. He is similar in height to her, but very 

thin.   

 

His light beard and hair are tangled and 

dirty, his arms and legs covered in cuts and 

scrapes and his body covered in the strange 

tattered skins. 

 

He lets water drip off his finger, watching 

intently in slow motion as the drops send out 

concentric waves through the pool. 

 

She gets closer. He stops rocking turns and 

reaches out towards her face. She jumps back 

and BARKS, but returns. She is curious.  

 

The boys gaze goes back into the stream and he 

touches his face. She approaches him and 

SNIFFS. 

 

He CHORTLES and reaches towards her again. She 

GRUNTS and begins to move off into the forest. 

 

The boy tries to follow her, but his torn rags 

catch on the undergrowth. He tears them off 

and catches up.  

 

The girl drops the dog by the pond at the base 

of the cave and washes the mud off herself.  

 



 

 

CAVE – FULL MOON – CLEAR SKY – NIGHT 

 

She climbs into the cave, illuminated by 

moonlight, and begins to eat the dog.    

 

The boy is hiding in the bushes at the 

periphery of the cave, watching. He scurries 

out and snatches some meat. She BARKS.  

 

Finally she lays down for the night, and the 

boy stays in the bushes where he stares into 

the moon.   

 

CAVE IN OPEN DECIDUOUS FOREST – MORNING 

 

The boy springs awake from under his bush. The 

girl is gone, but not far. He can hear her 

SOFT FOOTSTEPS descending the rock face.  

 

He grabs a bone of the dog, but cannot descend 

the cave with it occupying his hand. He places 

it in his mouth and follows her. He imitates 

the way she walks, her every move.  

 

She is covered in mud again and moving 

deliberately through the forest, staring 

intently ahead.  

 

She sees movement and is about to sprint 

forward when the boy notices the deer and 

CALLS out.  

 

The deer STOMPS the ground, SNORTS, and bounds 

off. The boy’s attention is directed upward to 

the piercing warning calls of the birds. The 

girl turns around, SNORTS her agitation, and 

slinks off in disgust.    

 

 



 

 

FOREST – NUT TREE – NOON 

 

They find a nut tree. The girl throws a hefty 

stick upwards to knock the nuts down.  

 

She uses a rounded stone to CRACK and eat them 

one at a time. The boy watches carefully and 

imitates. 

 

He stares upwards watching the squirrels 

scampering back and forth. He finds a nearby 

long fallen branch, picks it up and SMACKS the 

branches, causing nuts to rain down.  

 

His eyes flitter back and forth, and he deftly 

gathers several handfuls of nuts. He opens a 

nut, but it is empty. He starts sorting the 

nuts, lining them up by color and size, 

flinging away the lightweight ones with a 

SNORT of disappointment.  

 

He cracks the remaining nuts and piles the 

nutmeat on a flat rock. The girl grabs a 

handful, stuffing them into her mouth.  

 

He reaches towards her mouth and murmurs. He 

scurries around and sits in front of her 

trying to pry the nuts from her mouth. 

 

Finally she looks at him, spits out some 

partly masticated nuts and hands them to him. 

He swallows them and touches her face with the 

back of his hand.  

 

She looks at his hair. It is matted and he is 

always scratching. She begins to part his hair 

with her fingers and pick out bits of dirt and 

small insects.    

 



 

 

SPRING ABOVE GENTLE WATERFALL – LATE AFTERNOON 

 

They quench their thirst at a spring, then 

begin trying to catch frogs in a deep pool 

below it.  

 

The girl expertly catches one after another, 

but the boy is too excited, and when he goes 

for one he trips on a vine and falls face down 

into the pond.  

 

The girl HOOTS but extends a hand to pull him 

out.  

 

He is shivering. The girl disappears for a few 

moments and returns with a big handful of 

shredded bark.  

 

She hands it to him. He just stares at it, 

shivering, tries to eat some of it and spits 

it out, dropping the rest.  

 

She picks it up, brushes it against his body, 

and hands it back. He dries off. 

 

They return to catching frogs. He finally 

manages to grab one, but it gets away and 

jumps right into his face.  

 

He falls backward, but the girl grabs the 

frog, bashes it on a log, and hands it to him.  

 

He smiles and bites into it, finally staring 

into her eyes.    

 

SMALL CREVICE IN CLIFF FACE – SUNSET to NIGHT 

 

That night they find a new cave.  

 



 

 

The girl makes a soft bed of branches, leaves 

and bark. The boy tries to crawl into her bed, 

but she pushes him out. He attempts to build a 

nest adjacent to hers, and finally succeeds in 

a crude replication.  

 

OPEN WOODS & MEADOWS – DAWN 

 

They rise before the sun and head out.    

 

They are hunting rabbits with rocks, but the 

boy can’t hit one. He practices throwing 

things while the girl rests.  

 

His rock startles a ground squirrel which 

races into its hole beneath a tree. He reaches 

in with his hand, but CRIES out and wrings his 

hands.  

 

An image of the nut stick flashes, and he 

begins poking around the hole with a small 

stick. The stick breaks, and he picks up 

another with a hooked branch on the end. The 

stick begins to vibrate and twists it and 

pulls it out.  

 

The SCREAMING squirrel races across the 

meadow, and just as it leaps onto another 

tree, a rock from the girl fells it.  

 

Dense Forest – Montage  

 

They pursue the deer unsuccessfully over 

several days.  

 

FORMERLY USED LARGE CAVE – RAINSTORM -MORNING 

 

It is warm but POURING rain. The girl heads 

out.  



 

 

The boy is apprehensive. He sticks his hand 

out the cave and feels the rain DRIPPING, 

alternately wincing and wringing his hands in 

delight, but he follows.  

 

The visibility is low and the PATTER of the 

rain is loud, but the girl knowingly presses 

on.  

 

They get down low. The boy moves upwind of the 

deer and crouches low with his sharp stick.  

 

The girl bursts forward. The deer jumps right 

on top of the boy and he plunges his weapon 

into its stomach. The girl leaps onto the back 

of the deer and stabs it until it dies. 

 

She cuts it open and eats a piece, then hands 

some to the boy. It is beginning to get cold, 

and the rain is turning to sleet.  

 

OLDGROWTH FOREST – LOGFALL – STORM – EVENING 

 

They hastily drag the deer to a massive nearby 

fallen tree and eat till they are full.  

 

The wind is BLOWING and thunder is BOOMING all 

around them. The girl embraces the boy and 

they fall asleep together in the thick moss 

and ferns.  

 

LOGFALL – CLEAR SKIES – SUNRISE 

  

When they awake, they are still in each 

other’s arms. The girl rubs her face against 

the boy’s and he squeezes her.  

 

They gorge themselves on deer until their 

bellies are round.  



 

 

MONTAGE 

 

They do not have to hunt for several days.  

 

They sit around 

 

Grooming 

 

Sleeping 

 

Chasing each other through the forest and 

jumping up and down in a light rain.  

 

BUBBLING STREAM WITH GRASS BANKS - FOREST – 

LATE MORNING 

 

They walk to a nearby stream and drink. They 

sit down next to each other in the soft grass. 

The girl is rubbing herself on the ground and 

murmuring.  

 

She touches the boy and brushes her face 

against his. The boy is obviously excited but 

he doesn’t know what to do.  

 

The girl crouches and pulls him towards her. 

They rock rhythmically together and fall 

asleep in the cool grass.    

 

FALL CAVE - DUSK 

 

The weather is getting colder, the leaves 

changing.  

 

They sleep in the same nest together with a 

thick covering of leaves, bark and hides over 

them.  The girl’s belly is getting bigger.    

 

HILLY CLEARED ROAD – MOONLIT NIGHT 



 

 

They come to a spot in the forest that has 

been freshly cleared. A rough dirt road severs 

the landscape.  

 

The boy gestures excitedly — he has found a 

dead dear and is dragging it to the other side 

of the road.  

 

The girl hears VEHICLES coming and sees 

lights. She starts to become agitated and 

tries to pull the boy away from the deer.  

 

The lights suddenly appear full-force from 

around the bend, blinding them. The truck 

RUMBLES past, then SCREECHES to a halt and 

backs up.  

 

A spotlight turns on them, but the girl 

hurtles a massive stone towards the light. The 

light rolls on the ground and there is a BURST 

of rounds from an AK-47.  

 

The girl YELLS out. The boy charges forward, 

YELLING. He slams into a man, knocking him to 

the ground. He SMASHES his head with the 

broken flashlight. 

 

The driver leaps out and starts running and 

SHOOTING wildly with a handgun. They chase him 

down and pound him with their fists, bite and 

club him until he no longer moves.  

 

After calming down, they leap onto the truck 

to investigate. They find some strange liquid 

which they taste, and then discover some 

carcasses in the back.  

 



 

 

An image of the lioness below the tree flashes 

as the girl runs her hand along a dead 

lioness.  

 

They hear some approaches NOISES, grab a small 

goat and the strange liquid and dash off.  

 

LEAF-COVERED HILL BENEATH TALL OPEN FOREST – 

OVERCAST - MORNING 

 

One day they hear many SCREAMS and GUNSHOTS 

ECHOING in the distance.  

 

The girl wants to head away, but the boy goes 

towards them. She follows reluctantly.   

 

There are dozens of humans running madly into 

the forest, carrying things, being pursued by 

many MEN WITH GUNS and dogs. 

 

They are caught and surrounded.  

 

The armed men line them up and shoot them all. 

The main group of men head out. 

 

One young ARMED BOY with a dog lags behind. 

The dog hears something and turns around.  

 

The dog catches a YOUNG MOTHER with two TWIN 

GIRLS. 

 

The armed boy knocks the mother down and rapes 

her.  

 

The girl fixates on a scar across the woman’s 

face.  

 

When she does not react, the young soldier 

shoots her in the head.  



 

 

As she falls, the girl has a flash of 

recognition. 

 

FLASHBACK  

 

Abkhaz father hits the girl across the face 

with a stick. 

 

END FLASHBACK 

 

The soldier grabs one girl but they both start 

screaming.  

 

The boy rushes the man and tackles him.  

 

The boy pounds him with rocks until he stops 

moving. 

 

They flee up the hill.     

 

MONTAGE 

 

The twins are inseparable. They walk together. 

 

They sleep together. 

 

They forage together and are very good at 

catching small animals and finding hidden nuts 

and roots. At first they are reluctant, but 

they share too with their new family.  

 

UPLAND BLIND CLIFF – LATE SUMMER – DUSK 

 

The girl and the twins charge after a herd of 

tar, driving them over a cliff. The boy 

scrambles down to dispatch them.  

 



 

 

The girl lags behind, breathing heavily and 

holding her stomach. The twins take turns 

patting and feeling her stomach and their own.  

 

MONTAGE  

 

The seasons change, the leaves turn and fall 

and the sun swings low along the horizon. 

 

CAVE - MIDDAY 

 

The snow is falling hard. The boy awakes and 

ambles to the edge of the cave, gazing out.  

 

He wanders over to the girl and nudges her. 

She opens her eyes but closes them again, 

scooting deeper into her bark nest.  

 

The twins are shaking – they grab armfuls of 

their own nest and climb in with the girl. The 

boy heads off alone.  

 

CAVE - DUSK 

 

The boy brings back hare and grouse, which 

they rip apart ravenously before returning to 

their nest. The boy joins them.  

 

LARGE CLEARING SMALL CABIN – MOONLIT NIGHT  

 

They smell something on the wind and follow it 

to a new cabin. 

 

INT. CABIN LIT BY KEROSENE LAMP – NIGHT 

 

They ransack the cabin for food.  

 



 

 

The boy hears FOOTSTEPS and VOICES. He looks 

out the window — men are coming, in uniforms 

with guns. 

 

FOREST EDGE NEAR CABIN – MOONLIT NIGHT 

 

They break a back window and climb over a 

table, accidently knocking down and breaking 

the lamp.  

 

They sneak out the back and start running. 

 

The boy’s leg is caught as a trap SNAPS shut. 

 

The girl frantically tries to pull him deeper 

into the forest.  

 

The men are in the burning house YELLING and 

one bursts out the back door.  

 

The girl creeps in his direction and CLUBS him 

in the head from behind a tree.  

 

She runs back to the boy, but cannot free him.  

 

She SCREAMS and dashes into the forest.  

 

The other men come out and find their dead 

comrade.  

 

Radios are CRACKLING.  

 

A truck pulls up with a big spotlight. It 

shines on the boy, then on the running girl. 

 

OPEN FOREST – MOONLIT NIGHT 

 

The girl looks back over her shoulder as she 

runs.  



 

 

A .50 machine gun action is pulled back. The 

metallic SLAM echoes through the forest. 

 

A WHISTLE pierces the air and the vehicle 

EXPLODES in a ball of fire as dozens of jets 

SCREECH low overhead.  

 

The girl races into the forest, the twins 

follow. Behind her, Bombs are EXPLODING 

everywhere. Tanks are ROLLING through the 

forest and tracers CRACK and light up the 

trees.  

 

STEEP BOULDER FIELD – MOONLIT NIGHT 

 

The girl looks back at the boy, her face lit 

up by the explosions. She keeps running with 

the twins behind her.  

 

They climb into a boulder field and huddle.  

 

Explosions ROCK the forests, fire is 

spreading.  

 

STEEP BOULDER FIELD – OVERCAST – MORNING 

 

The girl opens her eyes, blinking and slowly 

stands and observes the forest in ashes and 

smoke drifting across the red sun. The 

EXPLOSIONS are moving away. 

 

  



 

 

BURNT, CRATERED FOREST – OVERCAST – MORNING 

 

She races back to where she left the boy. He 

is still in the trap, covered by dirt and ash. 

Dead soldiers lay everywhere.  

 

She tugs at him to go, but he GRUNTS and 

gestures towards the trap.  

 

She struggles with it, but eventually opens it 

and they head into the forest. He is limping, 

but presses forward.    

 

HIGH ALPINE FOREST – LATE AFTERNOON 

 

They move quickly through the forest all day, 

away from the distant BOOMS, rapid CRACKS and 

WHISTLES. They are at a new valley high in the 

mountains.  

 

ROCKSHELTER HIGH ON STEEP SLOPE - EVENING 

 

They climb to a new rockshelter and pass out, 

exhausted.   

 

They are awakened by flashes that make the 

night brighter than day. Glowing balls of fire 

mushroom up on the horizon.  

 

Moments later great BOOMS RESONATE through the 

forest. Every leaf QUIVERS. The earth shakes, 

small rocks FALL from the ceiling the valley 

is veiled in rising dust.  

 

The twins hold each other tightly, shaking.  

 

The wild girl has retreated to the back of the 

cave. Her BREATHING is heavy and grows more 

rapid. She STRAINS and finally SIGHS deeply. 



 

 

The twins stare in amazement as she gently 

lifts a bloody squirming creature from between 

her legs and begins to lick it.  

 

She emerges from the back of the cave and 

leans against a boulder closer to the 

entrance.  

 

She holds the infant to her breast as the 

entire sky lights up in a red flash and 

rainbow fire dances across the heavens.  

 

The cat walks in, carrying her own kitten, her 

eyes reflecting the burning sky.   

 

 

FADE OUT 

  



 

 

BACKGROUND NOTES: 

 

RECREATING NEANDERTHAL LIFE 

 

Long thought to be cousins to modern humans 

and to have gone extinct over 20,000 years 

ago, it is now known that Neanderthals 

interbred with modern humans – their DNA can 

be found throughout the living populations of 

modern day Europe and Asia.   

 

Based on evidence from the study of 

Neanderthal bone composition and prey found in 

occupation sites, in stark contrast to the 

broad-spectrum Homo sapien hunter-gatherers 

who came after them, they were highly 

specialized big game hunters.  

 

With short bodies and limbs, dense bone 

structure and massive chests, they were 

designed for a harsh life. On average, they 

were far stronger than the average human alive 

today, but like lions, were built more for 

lightning ambushes and fast, face to face 

battles with big animals rather than feats of 

endurance. Male skeletons show extensive 

healed fracture patterns like those of rodeo 

cowboys.  

 

It is thought that females and older children 

also participated in the hunting of big game, 

but more in a capacity of surrounding and 

driving, allowing the males to engage in the 

far more dangerous work of finishing off large 

animals with hand-held thrusting spears. In 

this respect, they would again have been very 

different from the majority of historic and 

contemporary hunter gatherers, the majority of 

whom have pronounced gender/age – based 



 

 

division of labor (man the hunter, woman the 

gatherer). There is evidence of small scale 

consumption of seeds, small game and fish, but 

the evidence also seems to indicate that these 

were “survival” foods only utilized as a last 

resort.  

 

On average, the Neanderthal brain was larger 

than that of modern humans, with particular 

enlargement in areas involved with visual 

processing. Based on distribution of bones and 

stone tools at Neanderthal sites, they are 

believed to have had very small territories 

and even smaller social groups compared with 

historical far-ranging socially-networked 

hunter-gatherers. They likely relied on 

intimate knowledge of their terrain and strong 

visual mapping and prediction skills to find, 

surround and ambush big game. Numerous 

comparisons can be drawn with lions, also apex 

predators that rely predominantly on visual 

thinking.  

 

AUTISM 

 

In addition to several cases in which autistic 

adults and children have successfully endured 

wilderness survival situations for prolonged 

lengths of time, at least one researcher 

(Jared Reser) has postulated that autism may 

have been an ancient adaptation by members of 

hunting populations that were frequently 

subjected to prolonged isolation, reducing 

their need for social interaction and 

maximizing their ability to find and procure 

food without assistance (“The Solitary Forager 

Hypothesis”). While many with classic autism 

score in the mentally retarded range on verbal 

IQ tests, they score far higher (often higher 



 

 

than the neurotypical average) on tests of 

visual reasoning and pattern recognition, such 

as Raven’s Progressive Matrices and Kohs Block 

Design.  

 

It is likely that a nonverbal autistic 

child/adolescent would have fared far better 

in the tiny social setting and visually-

oriented world of the Neanderthals than he 

would in today’s fast-paced over socialized 

verbal world.  

 

FIRE 

 

Many readers will be surprised by the absence 

of fire in the story. While it is known that 

Neanderthals used fire, they also did so 

seemingly sporadically and in a somewhat 

different manner than Homo sapiens. It is less 

clear that they knew how to MAKE fire. To make 

fire by friction requires highly complex 

sequential thinking.  

 

Fire need not be considered a prerequisite for 

carnivorous diets or life in cold climates. 

Largely lacking fuel other than for small oil 

lamps, the Inuit survived by eating most meat 

raw and conserving body warmth through 

clothing and shelter.  

 

In addition, in a diet composed almost 

exclusively of meat, cooking meat leads to 

deficiency in a number of vitamins. Within the 

context of the story, given that the 

characters lack language and have managed to 

survive undiscovered until the present time 

(smoke from fire would have reduced their 

chances of remaining hidden) fire has been 

omitted.  



 

 

 

LANGUAGE – PANDORA’S VOICE BOX 

 

While general scientific consensus now 

postulates that the Neanderthals had some form 

of vocal communication (based on the presence 

of certain genes and anatomical features 

involved in speech production) it is also 

thought that their “language” was extremely 

limited in grammatical complexity(perhaps like 

that of the famous keyboard-using Bonobo 

Kanzi). Their lack of art and technological 

innovation over vast time periods time have 

also been used as proxy indicators for their 

lack of true language.  

 

Language can be differentiated from the 

communicative systems of animals primarily in 

that the symbols can be infinitely recombined 

to form long strings – phrases, sentences, 

abstract ideas and concepts. Animal 

“communication” as such serves only to express 

immediate, simple emotional states and 

desires, warn of predators, frighten 

competitors, impress a mate, etc,  

 

True language likely gained a foothold because 

it conferred several major advantages to early 

hunting populations: 

 

1. It acted as a kind of mental shorthand, 
compressing the information required to 

create technology (like fire and weapons) 

that require dozens of steps to be 

performed in the correct order.  

2. It enabled long-term complex planning and 
communication of plans to the entire 

community 

 



 

 

The nature of language itself is still hotly 

debated. Is language learned or innate? The 

answer itself seems more complex – MOST modern 

humans posses the POTENTIAL for language, but 

must acquire it from learning within a certain 

timeframe during childhood (the “Critical 

Period Hypothesis”). It is likely that we are 

born with some physical neural circuitry that 

has some kind of complex logic/grammar 

processing capability. Of course, such a 

capability can be used independent of vocal 

language – as with those who use sign 

language, written language or who think in 

pictures.  

 

With the circuitry and fine motor skills 

necessary for spoken or signed language, the 

spontaneous appearance of complex language 

within a few generations seems inevitable. 

However, it is possible that the same logic 

circuitry could be used for some other form of 

non-communicative symbolic thought, such as 

tracking. Many animals certainly use a great 

deal of symbolic thought in their daily lives 

– linking together tiny cues in their search 

for food, mates, prey and power. It may not be 

any particular feature of our brains, but 

rather a “perfect storm” of slightly modified 

structures that set us on the path to 

alienation from reality. Language opened 

Pandora’s Box. 

 

Language itself seems to be the one defining 

feature that separates most of humanity (with 

the notable exceptions of feral children and 

those with conditions such as classic autism 

that lack language) so distinctly from the 

rest of the animal world.  

 



 

 

The brain of an individual cannot generate 

language. Something so complex with the 

purpose of passing information from one 

individual to another must be understood by 

both.  

 

Language behaves much like DNA. Like DNA, an 

individual verbal language is composed of a 

finite set of symbols that can be recombined 

over and over (phonemes, morphemes, words, 

sentences, ideas vs. base pairs, codons, 

genes, chromosomes, living organisms).  

 

Like DNA, language can mutate, reproduce, 

evolve and become more complex. It can 

therefore be considered something of a quasi-

living organism, most similar to a virus since 

it must have a host (humans) to spread. And 

like any living thing, it only survives and 

spreads if it does what is in its best 

interest, namely reorganizing and repressing 

our behavior on a massive scale so that we 

function as a huge virtual organism. Our 

exponentially expanding technological and 

societal complexity is not the result of any 

“intelligence” unique to humans. Our 

individual intelligence is an illusion created 

by the power of language to link together all 

the knowledge of the past and present.  

 

Our ancestors survived hundreds of thousands 

of years without the technological and 

societal complexity that comes at the expense 

of repression of instinct. Life may have been 

short, demanding and often brutal, but it is 

what our bodies and minds have evolved for 

since the dawn of time. In a few generations 

our way of living has radically changed so 

much as to be considered truly alien. A virus 



 

 

continues to spread until it has consumed all 

resources.  

 

ZANA  

 

The primary character, “the girl,” and setting 

in the Caucasus are very loosely inspired by 

the story of a real woman, Zana, who was 

discovered, captured and enslaved in Abkhazia, 

a disputed province of Georgia in the 

Caucasus. While much of her story has become 

embellished legend, she is thought by many to 

have been a “feral child,” who had lived in 

the mountains without human contact and passed 

the “critical period” without acquiring 

language. At the time of her discovery, she 

was widely believed to be an Almas, a 

“cryptoid” whose description somewhat 

resembles that of the American Sasquatch. Some 

scientists have speculated that legends about 

such creatures may draw from encounters with 

relict Neanderthal populations that survived 

in remote areas into comparatively recent 

times.  

 

THE CAUCASUS 

 

The Caucasus were at the northern heart of the 

Neanderthal range and were also home to much 

earlier hominid species. The proximity to a 

hypothesized location of the biblical Garden 

of Eden also figures into the symbolism of the 

story.  

 

The Caucasus have strong potential as a 

flashpoint for global conflict. The region has 

been plagued by genocidal wars fueled by 

religious and ethnic hatred, pitting the 

Russians, Chechens, Georgians, Armenians, 



 

 

Kurds, Christians and Muslims against one 

another. 

 

Several recent events threaten the region and 

industrial society at large, with the 

potential for war on a scale never seen 

before: 

 

1. Nuclear-armed Russia’s recent expansion 
into Abkhazia, Crimea and Eastern Ukraine 

2. The resurgence of Wahabi Islam, 
particularly ISIS, which has declared a 

global Caliphate, managed to conquer and 

hold vast swathes of Iraq and Syria, is 

garnering support from across the Muslim 

world and has the sworn allegiance of the 

Pakistani Taliban and other radical 

groups.  

3. Nuclear armament of India, Pakistan, 
Israel and possibly Iran.  

 

Survivability of Global Nuclear War 

 

In the story, after a small number of low-

altitude nuclear blasts, the sky lights up 

red. This is a reference to the high altitude 

thermonuclear test Starfish Prime, designed to 

generate a powerful EMP (Electromagnetic 

Pulse).  

 

It is conceivable that major powers possessing 

such weapons might use them on short notice to 

prevent an even more catastrophic conventional 

nuclear war that could result in the 

extinction of all life. While high altitude 

detonations would have minimal impact on 

living organisms, EMP would knock humanity 

back to the Stone Age in the blink of an eye 

by destroying communications and navigation 



 

 

satellites, anything on earth with integrated 

circuits and also by building up large ground 

currents that would permanently destroy the 

transformers that are at the heart of the 

electrical grid.  

 

Such an event would be disastrous for modern 

human techno-industrial society. At no point 

in human history have people been so utterly 

reliant on technology, to the extant where the 

food supply is also reliant on complex 

technology. The vast majority of humanity 

would not have the time to adapt to the new 

world they found themselves in, nor could that 

world supply enough food for them even IF they 

had the time to learn how to obtain it. After 

such a “doomsday” scenario, it is reasonable 

to expect great initial death in the ensuing 

chaos, followed by the near extinction of 

humanity by slow starvation within several 

months. In the story, it is assumed that the 

Girl, Boy and Twins are (or will soon be) the 

last living hominids on Earth.  

  



 

 

DIRECTOR’S NOTES 

 

LOCATION 

 

Northern Caucasus (Georgia, Ossetia, Chechnya, 

Abkhazia). Valleys surrounded by rugged 

mountains, misty dense mixed deciduous/conifer 

forests up to grassy alpine meadows, open 

forests and boulder fields, mountain streams 

and ponds, limestone rockshelters.  

 

PERSPECTIVE 

 

Extreme first-person from point of view of THE 

GIRL, extensive use of over-shoulder, 

tracking, and close-ups of faces to convey 

emotion. Some use of aerial shots in dream and 

hunting sequences.  

 

 

CASTING 

 

Due to the lack of dialogue, prosthetics/ 

makeup should be kept to a minimum to allow 

actors to convey a wide range of emotion 

through body language and facial expressions. 

Actors should be chosen who have features that 

physically resemble Neanderthal 

reconstructions – short, stocky bodies with 

wide cheeks, low sloping foreheads, brow 

ridges, and a tanned, weathered and 

“prematurely” aged look.  

 

  



 

 

HOMINID CHARACTERS 

 

The characters are based on reconstructions of 

actual Neanderthal and other early hominid 

individuals. The following portraits were 

created by the author by generating 3-d meshes 

from facial reconstructions, modifying the 

mesh to match the way the author visualized 

the characters, and finally morphing the 3-d 

renderings with the original reconstructions.  

 

THE GIRL (CHILD) 

 

 
  



 

 

THE GIRL (ADOLESCENT) 

 

 

 



 

 

MOTHER 

 

  



 

 

YOUNG MALE 

 

  



 

 

OLD MALE 

 

  



 

 

STORYBOARD SAMPLES 

 

The following photorealistic storyboard frames 

are included to provide the director with a 

strong visualization of the characters, 

composition, environment and mood of the 

story.  

 

The characters and scenes were created by the 

author and rendered over thousands of hours 

using an antiquated laptop and the open-source 

software MakeHuman, Blender and GIMP. The 

author’s original intent was to compile the 

story into a wordless graphic novel.  

  



 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 
 

 

 
 



 

 

 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

   

  



 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 

 



 

 

 

 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 

 



 

 

 

 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 

 



 

 

 

 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 

 



 

 

 

 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 

 



 

 

 

 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 

 



 

 

 

 
 

  
 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 
 

 
 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 

 



 

 

 

 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 

 



 

 

 

 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 

 



 

 

 

 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 

 



 

 

 

 
 

 
 



 

 

 

 
 

 
 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 
 

 
 



 

 

 

 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 

 



 

 

 

 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 

 



 

 

 

 
 

 
 

 



 

 

 

 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 

 



 

 

 

 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 

 



 

 

 

 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 

 



 

 

 

 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 

 



 

 

 

 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 

 


